“Aliems on Earth”

Aliems to Mothership.

Aliems to Mothership.

Come in Mothership.

Team FianceXFiance is awaiting your response in Sector 8.2.666 OF/NERO, subsection WaWa, kernal E.A.R.T.H.

Our research has slowed to a point of stagnation due to the simplistically repetitive braingoo functionalities of the silly flesh creatures who consider themselves the dominant species of this dirt crumb. Our mission as aliem scientist observer chakas is on the verge of failure.

Unfortunately, our initial theorem on the structure of independently-mobile-Earth-being relations included this incorrect estimation of human superiority. Therefore, until you and your supplies of Mission Camouflage and other such Mission Gearings meet us, we are trapped in our synthetic flesh suits and my filangelers are really starting to itch. Code Name: Chainsaw has also been impatient to have her eyeball organs stretched--we discovered on our first lumen cycle that not only are human eyeballs not naturally removable nor bouncy, but organ shifts of our magnitude are considered taboo to the point of Salami hysteria.

Earth, as a planet, would be entirely antithetical to cosmic enlightenment if it wasn't for the beings that hold true intelligence, if not power, here. These include actual non-mobile forms like rocks, clocks and Perkins. But, the mobile species' we stand to gain the most from are maned wolves, big scary bugs, and anteaters. The last is most especially enlightened when in the form of demon anteater, rare, but approaching nirvana.

Unfortunately, our flesh suits limit us to human forms of communication, thus depriving us of any real education via the minds of demon anteaters and Perkins. The flesh suits also leave us under the power of the green-paper laden human creatures. They're viciously controlling of all creatures, especially human creatures like themselves, and appear to have a hive mind.

Sometimes, Code Name: Chainsaw and I wonder if human creatures would be more productive if we removed their bones. Not only would they reach a happy state of fluidity, but also we could finally stretch our fang muscles by devouring these otherwise useless calcium structures. If puppies have no bones, humans having no bones should be much of an improvement.

Mothership, Team FianceXFiance wants to go home. We want to take out our eyeballs, fly without wings, eat bones without discrimination, and live in Big Creepy Mansions of Awesome. This dirt crumb makes us tired and frustrated. 

Further, human creatures have constructed mental chains around themselves. They are born with freedom and intelligence but as they age, they de-volve, restricting themselves from pillowforting, adventures, sugar packeting and Awesome itself. It would be logical that freshly spawned human creatures would reign with benevolence, common sense, and fun over their exceptionally dum elders and give them the guidance they need to perhaps reverse their de-volution into dum. But, absurdly, it is the ones with rancid, rotting brainmeats who become self-proclaimed kings and through their hypocritical control, the cycle of de-volution is perpetuated.

Mothership, we received your subpods bearing spectrum ninja elite but the earth creatures are resistant to all means of pleasure with exceptions for pleasure resulting in pain (ie drama, drugs, and suppressive inhibitions). We have established that any human creature that labels itself as, or perceives the term "adult" in any positive light is sadly beyond all repair and thus it would be kind to employ euthanasia on such subjects.

Mothership, this is Code Name: Cocoa Bean. 

Come in, Mothership.

